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IST BEGGAR.

Then there isn't a goodly wench to serve him with
it: they were fighting for her to-day in the street.

3RD BEGGAR.
Peace!

IST BEGGAR.

The black sheep baaed to the miller's ewe-lamb,

The miller's away for to-night.
Black sheep, quoth she, too black a sin for me.

And what said the black sheep, my masters ?
We can make a black sin white.

3RD BEGGAR.
Peace!

IST BEGGAR.

'Ewe lamb, ewe lamb, I am here by the clam.'
But the miller came home that night,

And so dusted his back with the meal in his sack.
That he made the black sheep white.

3RD BKGGAR,

Be we not of the family ? be we not a-supping with
the head of the family ? be we not in my lord's own
refractory ? Out from among us; thou art our black
sheep.